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Little Journeys 


To the Homes of GREAT MUSICIANS 
By ELBERT HUBBARD 








Beries of 1901 





The subjects will be as follows: 
1, WAGNER 7. LISZT 
2. PAGANINI 8. BEETHOVEN 
3. CHOPIN 9. HAYDN 
4. MOZART 10. SCHUBERT 
5. BACH 11. VERDI 
6. MENDELSSOHN 12. SCHUMANN 


NE booklet a month will be issued as usual, 
‘ beginning January rst. 
The LITTLE JOURNEYS for 1901 will be 
strictly de luxe in form and workmanship. The 
" type will be a new set of antique black face; 
the initials designed especially for this work 
by honest Roycrofters ; a frontispiece photo- 
gtavure portrait from the original drawing 
made at our shop in each, on Japan Vellum. 
The booklets stitched by hand with silk. 


The price—25 cents each, or $3.00 
for the year. 









Boat-Builders 


Our production today covers a wider 
field than that of any other ship- 
building concern in the world. In the 
designing, building, equipping and 
furnishing of steam launches and 
yachts, naphtha launches & yachts, 
electric boats, sail craft, torpedo 
boats, tug boats and lighters—in 
short, boats of any kind, whether for 



















pleasure, health or business,—there 
is not a detail to which we are not 
prepared to give our personal atten- 
tion, and our best endeavors. 
Should you think of buying any sort 
of water-craft, we shall be pleased to 
submit plans and estimates, as well 
as suggestions and advice. Corre- 
spondence solicited. 


GAS ENGINE AND POWER COMPANY 


CHARLES L. SEABURY & COMPANY 
CONSOLIDATED 


MORRIS HEIGHTS, NEW YORK CITY. 
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LITTLE JOURNEYS 
To the Homes of GREAT MUSICIANS 





SERIES OF 1901 





EDITION DE LUXE 


Each bound in Limp Chamois. silk 
lined, with silk marker, frontispiece 
portrait in photogravure on Imperial 
Japan, hand illumined, signed and 
numbered by the author # HR HF HR 
The twelve volumes, $10.00 
Single numbers, - 1,00 





THE EDITION I8 LIMITED TO 
1,000 COPIES OF EACH NUMBER 





The ROYCROFTERS at EAST 
AURORA, Erie Co., New York 
























A Hint to 
Investors 





“HERE is a district in Montana, small in extent, 
but from which $700,000,000 have been taken. 


H ow would it do for you to invest there ? You can 
if you act without delay. 


E very man has a chance once in a lifetime to make 
4 a fortune. 


D raw a triangle ; one apex Butte ; one Helena ; third 

~ Philipsburg. 

O ur property is located right in the center of that 
triangle on ‘* Granite ’’ ledge. 

R ecall the success of ‘* Granite Mountain.’’ Stock 
began at 75 cents. Went to $75. 

O ur stock is now for sale—lower price than ‘* Gran- 
ite’’ cost when that mine started. 3 


"T he district is famous as well for permanence as for 
high values. 


H ave you noticed that old miners in Montana say 
we have THE BEsT END of the ledge ? 


Y ou should send for a prospectus. Simply write and 
ask for it. You WILL GET ONE, POSTPAID. 





THURLOW WEED BARNES, President, 
No. 141, Broadway, New York. 
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LITTLE JOURNEYS TO THE 
HOMES OF ENGLISH AUTHORS : 


BY ELBERT HUBBARD 





VOLUME VII-NEW SERIES 





This book is the second volume of the 
JOURNEYS issued by the Roy- 
crofters, and the edition is now ready. 
The book contains these numbers: 


Thomas B. Macaulay Robert Southey 
Lord Byron Samuel T. Coleridge 
Joseph Addison Benjamin Disraeli 


Portraits in photogravure on Imperial Japan 
paper of each subject, text on Roycroft water- 
mark, hand-made paper. The title page hand 
illumined, bound in limp chamois, silk-lined, 
gilt top. Edition limited to one thousand copies, 
pumbered and signed by the author. 

Price of volume is $3.00. 

Subscribers who already have the above men- 
tioned booklets in paper covers, may, if they 
choose, return the loose numbers to us by mail 
with remittance of ene dollar and fifty cents, 
fer binding, and the volume will go forward. 


THE ROYCROFTERS, 
East Aurora, N. Y. 








** Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er 
shall be.” 


If Pope had lived fifty years 
later than he did, he would have 
changed this generalization. His 
first cake of 


Pears’ 


Soap would have convinced him 
of his error. 


Pears’ Soap is not an expén- 
sive soap, and it is all soap, pure 
soap, nothing but soap. For toi- 
let, bath and shaving, it is the 
best in the world, and has been 
so for more than a century. 

All sorts of stores sell it; all sorts of 
people use it. 
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Dorffinger 
Gfase craft 


NS 
NUMBEE EIGHT This trade- 
mark label 
on every piece. 


Matchableness 


It is one thing to match a pattern, quite 
another to match color in fine glassware. 
With us the one is as easily done as the 
other, because we make our own glass 
and have brought the art to such a de- 
gree of perfection that we know just 
how to produce what has been made be- 
fore. So whatever accidents may happen 
our customers may have perfect sets 
within reasonable time. 


C. DORFLINGER & SONS 





915 BROADWAY NEW YORK 


— 

















STRENGTHENS 














SYSTET!1 
BODY If You Fear 
LA GRIPPE 
BRAIN we 
and VIN MARIANI 
_NERVES 








(MARIANI WINE) 


No other preparation has ever received so many volun- 
testimonials from eminent people as the world 
famous Mariani Wine. Agreeable and lasting. 


Before Meals APPETIZER 
After [leals DIGESTIVE 
At all Times TONIC 


Sold by all druggists, Refuse substitutes. 


Mariani & Co., 52 West Fifteenth street, New York, pub 
lish a handsome book of endorsements from Emperors, 
Empress, Princes, Cardinals, Archbishops and other 

istinguished personages. It is sent gratis and postpaid 
to all who write for it. 
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The Philistine 


Chicago Tongue. 


Arise, my God, and strike, for we hold Thee 
just 
Strike dead the whole weak race of venomous 
worms 
That sting each other here in the dust. 
—Tennyson. 





R. ISRAEL ZANGWILL 
4| when visiting Chicago was 
escorted about the city bya 
Committee to See the Sights. 
Among other places of inter- 
est he was taken to the Stock- 
yards, where luncheon was 
served for the party. During the meal a Pert 
Miss, seated next to the guest of honor, asked 
him this question : 

“Mr. Zangwill, how do you like Chicago Ham ?” 
» The Dreamer of the Ghetto raised his sorrow- 
ful face and quietly said, “I like it, I like it— 
much better than Chicago Tongue!” 
Athousand years before Christ, Solomon said 
some wholesome truths about this matter of 
Tongue. It is doubtful whether he had any 
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THE PHI- 
LISTINE 


prophetic vision of the Chicago article, & really 
there is no proof that Chicago Tongue is any 
worse than any other brand ; but let it stand as 
the type of a Bad Thing. 

As tragic a case of Chicago Tongue as ever 
came to my attention occurred a few years ago 
in New York. It seems that a good-natured and 
somewhat talkative man remarked in a little 
Bohemian company that a certain artist, known 
to those present, wore trousers that bagged 
beautifully at the knee. 

A man and woman in the party who had a well 
defined case of artistic jealousy toward the taik- 
ative man repeated the remark to the artist who 
was referred to. The woman repeated the re- 
mark in the morning, and the little artist, of a 
sensitive and gentle type with no capacity for 
horse-play, was just a trifle nettled. And when 
the man told him the same thing, with vary- 
ing accent and inflection, in the afternoon, the 
matter took on a rather serious shape. A few 
days after, the artist met the gossipy woman 
again, & he questioned her as to what had been 
said. She repeated the remark about Pants, with 
gesticulations, genuflexions, shrugs and curves. 
And wishing to prove her friendship warned the 
artist to be on his guard against those who were 
trying to Unhorse him. 
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lly The more the artist thought of the matter the THE PHI- 
ny more sure he was that this remark about his LISTINE 
as raiment really meant that he was a man devoid 
of taste, lacking in refinement if not decency, 
ver and totally unfit to associate with ladies and 
igo gentlemen. Each time he met his alleged friends 
ind they pumped the poison into him. The matter 
ttle preyed upon the man’s mind until he could 
wn neither eat, sleep nor work. He sought out his 
zed traducer, insulted him openly, and got himself 
well chastised. His violence lost him his position, 
vell and a long season of dissipation & idleness fol- 
ik. lowed, with golden moments lost & lost forever. 
vho The last I heard of the man and woman who 
re- had so unwittingly combined to work the ruin 
ofa of their friend, they had turned on each other 
’ for and were rending reputations to rag-time. 
hen The incident just mentioned sounds like an ex- 
iry- treme case, and perhaps it is, but the mischief 
the. makers are at work in a similar way on every 
few hand @ je ; 
nan Should the Angel Gabriel come to me and in a 
een confidential undertone declare that a certain 
with man—any man or angel—was a vilifier of truth, 
ves. asnare to the innocent, a pilferer, a sneak, a 
| the tobber of grave-yards, I would say “ Gabriel, 
were you are troubled with incipient paranoia—I do 
not believe a word of what you say. The man 
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past c: 
THE PHI- you mention may not bea saint, but he is proba- | Nation 


LISTINE bly just as good as you or I. In fact I think he J ling ha 
must be very much like you, for we are never | jp his 
interested in either a person or thing that does King 
not bear some direct relationship to ourselves. J Tongu 
Then, Gabriel, do you not remember the words § po not 
of Bishop Begum, who said that no man ap- § that v 
plies an epithet to another that cannot with § Tongu 
equal truth be applied to himself?” that th 
When we remember that hoarse, gutteral cry § of won 
of “Away with him—away with him!” and 9 compa: 
when we recall that some of the best and no- J men gy 
blest men who have ever lived have beenreviled 9} One pe 
and traduced, indicted and executed by so-called § itis pa 
good men—certainly men who were sincere— §f jt takes 
how can we open our hearts to the tales of dis- Bf tereg i; 
credit told of any man? The Billingsgate Cal- § gevoig 
endar has been exhausted in attempts to de- § ing gi 
scribe Walt Whitman, and the lexicon of abuse J igi by 
has been used to hammer .the heads of svch § fecteg 
men as Richard Wagner, Victor Hugo, Count stale, | 
Tolstoy and William Morris. Knowing these And so 
things, as every one does, shall we imitate folly, unkind 
accept concrete absurdity for our counsel and J migchi, 
guide, and take stock in Chicago Tongue? one wh 
The entire Salem Witchcraft insanity was ] poison 
nothing but a bad case of Chicago Tongue. § name t 
Much of the martyrdom and bloodshed of the 
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past can be traced directly to the same cause. THE PHI- 
proba- | Nations have gone to war because some prince- LISTINE 
ink he } ling has charged that a King stuck his tongue 
never § in his cheek and bit his thumb when another 
at does | King was mentioned,—nothing but Chicago 
selves, § Tongue! 
words Donot deceive yourself with the vain thought 
an ap- § that women hold a monopoly on Chicago 
t with § Tongue—men set them a pace in this direction 
that they can never hope to equal. The gossip 
ral cty § of women is usually of a patty-pan order, and 
}” and — comparatively harmless compared with that of 
id no- men e 
reviled 9 One peculiarity of Chicago Tongue is that when 
-called § itis passed along from one person to another 


cere § ittakes on ptomaines. The original remark, ut- 
of dis- § tered in a certain circle, may have been utterly 
e Cal- 9 devoid of poison, but when the repetition comes, 


to de- ina different atmosphere, to different hearers, 
abuse # tld by another man, the wit that once disin- 
f such Ff fected the thing is gone, and we have only dead, 
Count stale, tainted, unprofitable Chicago Tongue. 
; these F And so you see how a person who repeats an 
e folly, f unkind remark is probably doing a much greater 
seland § mischief than the one who first voiced it. The 
b? one who repeats the story and thus retails the 
y WaS § poison fails to supply the antidote. Let his 


ongue. name be anathema. 
of the 101 
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THE PHI- The basic principle of Chicago Tongue is jeal- de 


LISTINE ousy. Jealousy is a social cancer, and grows by sti 
what it feeds upon. And its only food is Chicago thi 
Tongue—the more tainted the better. int 
I once knew three intelligent men to start in kn 
giving each other small doses of Chicago co 
Tongue, just by way of banter. The doses were an 
increased, and in a short time all three began cer 
to really believe the stories they had been tell- Ev 
ing each other about a particular man of whom sec 
they were all jealous. The cancer grew worse— wa 
the poison was at work—the trio held meetings not 
behind locked doors to devise a way by which cur 
they could rid themselves of the supposed der 
enemy. Assault and even murder were on their jeal 
proposed program. They were wild, mad, stark, pas 
staring crazy on Chicago Tongue. ma 
Luckily, asane man discovered them in time, It i 
rapped them all vigorously over the head, sep- eve 
arated them one from the other so they could ing 
no longer infect each other and pool their pui- Jee 
son. Had this separation not been brought toh 
about they surely would have all run downa For 
steep place into the sea and been drowned, as the 
was that herd of swine in the story, when the ing: 
devils took the rudder. hea 
If you are a man, beware how you let any devil him 

war 


get possession of your thinking apparatus. All 
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, jeal- devils use Chicago Tongue as bait ®# In way of THE PHI- 
ws by strictest justice, though, it must be admitted LISTINE 
\icago that the dealers in Chicago Tongue are often 
innocent of wrong intent—that is, they do not 
art in know it is loaded. And when the boomerang 
ricago comes back they are so surprised and grieved, 
s were and hurt! and they lift their hands in inno- 
began cence and assume the pose of martyrdom. 
» tell- Every large newspaper office is the scene of a 
whom seething discontent. Peace is never declared— 
orse= war reigns eternally. The public probably knows 
etings nothing of these plottings, counter-plottings, 
which curses, revilings, jealousies. The trouble is un- 
yposed der the surface, just as much as are the loves, 
1 their jealousies & heartaches Below-Stairs. The im- 
stark, passive face of Jeems, as he stands behind his 
master’s chair, tells no tale. 
1 time, It is the business of Jeems to see nothing—and 
1, sep- everything—to hear nothing, and repeat noth- 
could ing. This if he is an artist in his line, for woe is 
ir pui- Jeems if he brings the troubles of Below-Stairs 
rought to his master’s ears, hoping thereby to find favor. 
lown a For we hate the man who brings us trouble. In 
ned, a8 the olden time the messenger who brought tid- 
en the ings of defeat paid for his temerity with his 
head. On the other hand, blessed are the feet of 
y devil him who bringeth glad tidings: he shall be re- 
us, All warded with a necklace of gold, and he shall 
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THE PHI- choose, for his own. from the fairest daughters 
LISTINE of earth @ 
I have spoken of the constant friction, faction 
and fight that exist in every newspaper office, 
The truth of this is classic, but the Underground 
Fight is everywhere where many men are gath- 
ered together in a like occupation. The Army is 
a hot-bed of gossip. The Church is just as bad, 
and if a history of ecclesiastical rancor were 
written it would reveal an inferno of hate. 
And then the Sons of Esculapius—every 
blessed one of them carries two or three ham- 
mers in his kipsy, this besides the one he has 
constantly in use. In fact the Sons have formed 
themselves into one gigantic orchestra, and the 
only piece they play is the Anvil Chorus. 
I have mentioned newspaper offices because 
there the pot seems to seethe and boil & spit with 
greatest glee. Hate, jealousy and rage contin- 
ually feed the flame. Possibly the reason the 
fires of strife are never banked in a newspaper 
office is because the men work under an intense 
mervous pressure. There is hot haste, and 
broken hours of rest, and always stimulants in 
way of tobacco, drink and drugs. Hence there 
are sharp answers, snubbings, marble faces, 
icy hands and bitter hearts; for despondency 
follows fast where good cheer is reinforced with 
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drink. Then beside three-fourths of the matter THE PHI- 
printed in the average daily papers is a record of LISTINE 
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strife and the workers become imbued with it. 
When a young man goes into a metropolitan 
newspaper office as a reporter, he is given a 
table among forty other tables, where men with 
hats over their eyes write in feverish haste. Pos- 
sibly here and there are men sitting in idleness 
with feet on the table. These men have done 
their tasks for the day and are watching the 
clock, waiting for the hour when they are al- 
lowed to leave. 
Our new man not having much to do, gets to 
talking with one of these idlers—they go out to- 
gether to get a drink. At the bar are other young 
men, and these are pointed out by the new-found 
friend, and jerky scraps of their history given, 
which seem to cover every crime in the calen- 
dar, and every phase of iniquity that brutish 
beings could devise. These so-called rogues are 
employees of the same concern that employs 
the Glib Informer. 
The Green-Horn remarks that they do not look 
so bad as that, and then he is reassured by facts 
and dates, and times and places. 
Should the Green-Horn stick to his new friend, 
he is quickly introduced into a clique and be- 
comes a part of the hate and jealousy and cruel 
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THE PHI- bickering of the place. He is pushed this way 
LISTINE and that by those with stronger minds—or more 
experience—takes part in plottings to oust cer- 
tain men, not fully knowing why, and in a few 
months—a year perhaps—gets the Blue Envel- 
ope himself. He does n’t realize why he should 
be discharged, because he is not aware that hate 
and jealousy have inoculated his mind, & these 
things are beginning to reveal themselves in his 
work @ The life of a man in any one metropolitan 
newspaper office is very short. A year, say, is 
about the limit, when out he goes, penniless, to 
look for another job. 
Should any man hold his place for two years or 
more it is because he has religiously avoided 
mixing in factions; he has lent his ear to no 
plots ; listened to no scandal ; bore no bad news ; 
gloried in no man’s downfall. And when you 
find a veteran, like, say, Chester S. Lord of 
“The Sun,” you know him to be a man who is 
above all idle gossip, bickering, quibbling and 
jealousy—who takes no part in schemes and 
plots, and who will not hearken to them in others. 
The man who cannot enjoy a good position 
without plotting to dislodge someone else, is 
laying a fuse that will cause himself to be lifted 
into space very shortly. 
A ludicro-tragic feature of Chicago Tongue is 
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that those who deal in it most, always are full THE PHI- 
of grievances and wails because, they allege, LISTINE 
other folks are talking about them. Indeed, this 
is their excuse for the constant use of the ham- 
mer,—that some one is “‘ knocking on them.” 
» Any man who plots another’s undoing is dig- 
ging his own grave. Every politician who voices 
innuendoes, and hints of base wrong about a 
rival, is blackening his own character. For a time 
he may seem to succeed, but the end is sure—it 
is defeat and death. All those plotters of the 
French Revolution who worked the guillotine in 
double shifts were at last dragged to the scaf- 
fold and pushed under the knife. 
The hate we sow finds lodgment in our hearts 
and the crop is nettles that Fate unrelentingly 
demands we shall gather. 
They who live by the hammer shall perish by 
the hammer. 
If you work in a department store, a bank, a 
railroad office, a factory, I beg of you, on your 
life, do not knock. Speak ill of no one, & listen 
to no idle tales. Whether the bitter things told 
are true or not, has no bearing on the issue. 
To repeat an unkind truth is just as bad as to 
invent a lie. If someone has spoken ill of me, 
do not be so foolish as to hope to curry favor by 
telling me of it. 
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THE PHI- The “housecleaning” that occurs in the offices 
LISTINE of companies and corporations every little while 
comes as a necessity. In a small establishment 
the head of the house can usually pooh-pooh 
the bickering out of the window, but in big con- 
cerns where many men are troubled with lint on 
the lungs, and everybody seems to have for- 
gotten his work, just to “‘ chew,” then self-pro- 
tection prompts the manager to clean house. It 
is the only thing he can do to preserve the life 
of the concern—out go the bacteria. 
It is said that Mr. James Gordon Bennett, own- 
er of the “‘ New York Herald,” comes home from 
Europe, only to discharge, peremptorily, every 
employee in his service. At regular intervals 
the place gets honeycombed with plot and 
counterplot, hate, jealousy and factional folly, 
and the master, having no time to sift the lies 
or sit in judgment on fish-wife gossip, just 
cleans the coop from cellar to cock-loft of good 
and bad alike, 
It is very likely that if Mr. Bennett remained 
in personal charge of his estate he could keep 
the Chicago Tongue in subjection, but being 
away, hate permeates the structure and the 
Augean act is positively necessary. 
I suppose there are institutions where Chicago 
Tongue is to a great degree obliterated, through 
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the strong personality of the man at the helm. THE PHI- 
I have seen schools where the generous spirit LISTINE 
of one man filled the whole place. But the man 
who is great enough to flavor a newspaper plant 
with love and patience, I fear has not yet been 
found # ® 

And of this never for a moment doubt, that the 
man who successfully manages a great rail- 
road, bank, factory or other enterprise is one 
who neither listens to, nor bears tales to any 
person of what this one says or does. He treats 
all with courtesy and fairness, and like the great 
and loving Lincoln, when his generals were 
accused, deducts seventy-five per cent. from 
every accusation and throws the remainder in 
the wastebasket—actions alone count. 

Where many men are employed, there are al- 
ways some who are full of plots and schemes 
for more pay, shorter hours or favors generally. 
They scheme to have one foreman “ bounced ” 
in order to have another man who will help 
their cause put in charge. Should success fol- 
low their efforts, and the old foreman be re- 
placed, the first move of the new man will prob- 
ably be to discharge the conspirators who helped 
him. Men who conspire, and plot, and who lend 
a ready ear to the idea of a strike, are marked 
on every time book for dismissal when the hour 
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THE PHI- is ripe. And whenever you find a newspaper 
LISTINE man or a printer who spends half his time 
looking for a job, you can rest assured that he 
is one who carries a large cargo of Chicago 
Tongue ® ® 
You can never stand in with the boss by telling 
him of those who are laggards. The only way 
you can win his favor is by setting the loafers 
a pace. He knows all about the loafers—God 
help him! for if he did not he could never suc- 
cessfully manage an institution. 
No man can ever succeed who hopes to get a 
better position by defaming or dragging down 
the reputation of another. There is only one 
way to win and that is to do your work well, and 
speak ill of no one, not even as a matter of 
truth. Any other course leads to fears, tears, 
woful waste of life-force, and oblivion. 
There is only one way to win the favor of good 
men-—-and do you care for the approbation of 
any other ?—and there is only one way you can 
secure the smile of God, and that is to do your 
work as well as you can, and be kind, and be 
kind. 
FRA ELBERTUS. 





THE ROYCROFTERS ARE GLAD TO 
SEND THEIR BOCKS ON APPROVAL. 
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Waste THE PHI- 
LISTINE 


The Miner Poets are the ones 
Who burn the Midnight Wick 

In trying to swing Verses when 
They ’d oughter swing a Pick. 


Sd 
Heart to Heart Talks with Phi- 


listines “i the Pastor of His Flock 


SENT Michael Monahan, 
a right handy man with the 
shillelah, late of Donegal, 
a proof of the preachment 
on Chicago Tongue f®# & 
Straightway Michael sends 
me the following, writ he 
says with the butt end of his black-thorn: 














THE BALLADE OF DEAD KNOCKERS. 


Nemo me impune lacessit: ‘‘ No one hammers 
me with impunity.” 


Now this was the Chant I heard them rant 
When a sudden coolness slid 
Down Hell’s concave, and a solace gave 
To each gentleman on his grid. 
git 








THE PHI- 
LISTINE 


From each sprite in bale came a gruesome wail, 
As the madd’ning chorus spread ; 

And they sang a song that was loud and long— 
The Ballade of Knockers dead. 


** Oho for the Hand that’s light and bland 
The Hammer to swing, sans fear, 

On the Cerebrum or the Tympanum 
Or the Knot behind the Ear! 

Not a wound shall tell how the thing befell, 
When the whimpering Soul has fied, 

And the crowner’s quest shall guess the rest—” 
Here chortled the Knockers dead. 


“°T is a delicate joy and a sweet employ 
To rive the Fool from his breath, 

But a finer Art than the Thugs impart 
Was ours, and the Second Death! 

For the Game we stalked in freedom walked, 
Nor dreamed that his pathway led 

To the coup de grace that leaves no trace— 
Hurrah for us Knockers dead!” 


“ For this is the Work that none may shirk, 
And thus does the Sentence run, 

That One shall believe and One deceive 
Till the human web be spun, 
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Yea, aman shall smile, heart-free from guile, THE PHI- 
On him who his life may shed; LISTINE 
Nor shall he say Nay, tho’ the Slayer slay—” 
Applause from the Knockers dead. 


And many’s the Wight on earth to-night 
That sleeps without a fear 

For his Cerebrum or his Tympanum 
Or the Knot behind the Ear. 

But well we know when the mystic blow 
From the Hammer’s helve is sped ; 
And the exquisite Jest brings balm and rest 
To the Souls of the Knockers dead, 


“Let the worldling sing of an idle thing, 
The faith of the marriage tie: 
And the Dotard bland of the gentle hand 
He will clasp till Death come nigh :— 
But the Kiss that kills and the Hand that stills 
The Fool in a sleep of lead, | 
Are doing their work sans let or shirk— 
Ho! ho!” laughed the Knockers dead. 


“ But of all that fall ’neath the silent Mall— 
A number that knows no end— 
The spiciest draught our souls have quaffed 
Ie the Friend unto his Friend! 
11g 





THE PHI- He leadeth him on till doubt be gone Tha 
LISTINE And love hath his bosom fed, said 
Then he yerketh him here behind the Ear!” and 

Loud yammered the Knockers dead. 


So this was the Chant I heard them rant 
When a sudden coolness slid 
Down Hell’s hot spine, like a healing wine, 











To each gentleman on his grid. \ 
And I knew in sooth they had sung the truth, 

Tho’ I shrank from its meaning dread— four 

That Knockers are most till they yield the ghost, baili 

And the rest are Knockers dead ! one 

> an | 

HAD the felicity of lecturing with 

at Baldwin, Kansas, not long In t 

ago. The date was arranged with 

by a Lecture Burro. The lec- pap 

4}| ture occurred at a Methodist shor 

h| College, but I did not know it was 

: was a Methodist College un- The 

til after the lecture; and the audience never sas. 

suspected but that I was a Methodist until I here 

began to talk. agai 

Then they found out. is tk 

In the course of my remarks, I said that there Bill 

was no devil but fear, and no hell but that Joh: 

which a man carries in his own heart, writ 
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That was more than they could stand. They THE PHI- 
said I was trying to take away their religion LISTINE 


and they turned off the lights on me. 
T Emporia, Kansas, I met 
one Will Allen White, Editor 
and Owner of the Emporia 
Gazette. In writing up my 
i| visit Mr. White said I gave 
my lecture on one leg. Mr. 
White’s stories walk on all 
fours. This gentleman is known in his own 
bailiwick as plain Bill White. Bill got mad 
one fine day about two years ago, and wrote 
an editorial entitled, ‘‘What ’s the matter 
with Kansas ?”’ 
In three days the man awoke and found himself 
with a National Reputation. Half the news- 
papers in the country took the subject up and 
showed, each writer in his own way, just what 
was the matter with Kansas. 
The fact is, everything is the matter with Kan- 
sas. It is a land of conspiracies; it has every 
heresy ; revolution is rife, but fanatic is matched 
against fanatic, and by the opposition of forces 
is the state preserved. 
Bill White is not so tall as the late lamented 
John J. Ingalls, but he is bigger ’round. He can 
write as well as Ingalls, and speechify as well, 
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THE PHI- and some day—mark this—he will be United In | 

















LISTINE States Senator. Bill knows more about Oppor- talc 
tunity than Ingalls, and he is young—there is you 
plenty of time. Bill White has most of his On 
future before him. mil 
Bill he occasionally dallies him, judiciously, yea 
with the Muse; and as for his novels, I do not Fis! 
have to prove that he is a greater satirist than lins 
Thackeray—he acknowledges it himself. Then did. 
among his other accomplishments he is an elo- whc 
cutionist of no mean parts. They say in Em- put 
poria that when Bill White stands on a chair So | 
and recites “Little Orphant Annie,” womea tle 1 
call for the camphor and strong men shake with He 
emotion. mer 

eylt Greeley, Colorado, I faced the: 

‘| as refined & cultured an au- lin | 

dience as I ever addressed— tries 

just as good quality as you eac! 

would meet in Hartford, the 

Conn. I was disappointed, for Old 

I was prepared for the wild viol 

and hirsute. One man in Greeley by the name of whe 
Daniels, (no kinsman of your Uncle George), was 
has a collection of Morris books, First Edi- his 
tions, and Keramics to incinerate. This man has of | 
given the whole place a tilt in the direction of sob: 
Art # ® Kat 
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ted In Greeley they know all about Froebel, Pes- THE PHI- 
or- talozzi, Ruskin, Morris and Tolstoy, and when LISTINE 
2 is you talk there you had better say something ® 
his One man I met at Greeley was worth going 

miles to see. Old Man Remenyi told me of him, 
sly, years and years ago. ‘‘ His name is George W. 
not Fisk,” said the Old Man, “‘and he makes vio- 
Jan lins to the glory of God, just as Stradivarius 
nen did. I used to play a ‘Strad,’ then a woman 
lo- who loved me gave me a ‘ Joseph Guarnerius,’ 
m- but now I play a ‘ Fisk.’”’ 
ait So I went to see Fisk of Greeley. He has a lit- 
nen tle bit of a shop and works all alone by himself. 
vith He knows nothing but violins and the great 

men and women who played violins and loved 
ced them. Fisk plays, too, and when he sells a vio- 
au- lin he always sheds tears at parting with it and 
d— tries to buy it back. He works just a month on 
you each instrument, and never lets a violin leave 
ord, the shop until it is at least a year old. To see 
for Old George Fisk close his eyes and caress a 
vild violin makes you think of the times of long ago 
e of when all the days were May days and sorrow 
se), was unguessed. There is a man who has found 
sdi- his work ; and his heart is as pure as the notes 
has of his silver string when he plays Mendels- 
a of sohn’s Songs without Words. 

Eaton, Colorado, is a town of just four hundred 
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THE PHI- people, yet they raise eight hundred dollars for 
LISTINE a lecture course. ‘‘Do not be alarmed,” said 


the man who met me at the station, as he saw 
me looking around at the great blank stretch 
of the range, and the fast receding train. “ Do 
not be alarmed, it’s all right — you have got- 
ten off at the right town.” 

As the sun was going down behind the distant 
white-capped mountains, and the dusk was 
gathering I saw teams and men on horse-back 
coming across the plains from every direction. 
All the hitching posts were in use, and horses 
were being unharnessed and tied to wagons. 
‘“* They are coming to hear your speech,” re- 
marked my host. ‘‘ They always come for ten 
miles or more,” he said. 

The lecture was in the school house, and the 
place was packed. There were women in the 
latest fashionable hats and other Montgomery 
Ward-Chicago finery. Then there were tired 
women in hoods, holding sleeping babes, mer 
in corduroys, with tangled whiskers and out- 
of-door faces, and boys from Down East who 
came for miles and miles because I was from 
York State and they used to live there. The 
lecture went with a biff and a bang. I just cut 
loose and told stories, and talked about life and 
leve and death and the mystery of things. 
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for We were having a real nice time, when I THE PHI- 
aid noticed my audience getting away from me— LISTINE 
aw they were looking out of the windows. I glanced 
tch out, too, and saw the glare of a bonfire a mile 
Do away, across the prairie. I kept talking away, 
rot- though, when suddenly a man called out, “ It’s 
Tom Smith’s house a-fire!”’ 
ant That was enough—out my audience tumbled, 
was men, women and children. My lecture was Hot 
ack Stuff but I could n’t compete with a conflagra- 
ion. tion. In two minutes I was the only person in 
ses the school house. 
ons, I sat down and read a dog-eared McGuffy’s 
te- Third Reader. In about fifteen minutes, the 
ten citizens came straggling back. ‘‘It was only a 
straw stack,” a woman explained to me in a 
the disappointed way. Soon the audience return- 
the ed, and a stout man, with a large chew of 
nery tobacco in his cheek, so he had to talk out of 
ired the corner of his mouth, waved his hand and 
mer called in a voice of authority, ‘Go on with 
put- the lecture!” 
who So I went on, and passed under the wire strong 
rom and fresh, in the midst of much cheering 
The and cries of “Don’t stop—go ahead, go 
cut ahead !"’ 
and I had already spoken two hours in two heats of 
an hour each, so I nodded toa preacher present, 
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THE PHI- 
LISTINE 


and he dismissed the congregation with a 
benediction. 
The stout man to whom I just referred was Ex- 
Governor Eaton. He is a fine old fellow, with 
the bark on. The night before I was at Eaton 
I spoke at Greeley and I saw the Ex-Governor 
there in a front seat, applauding with unction, 
not always in the right place—but that is a 
small matter. Of course I was a little surprised 
to see him at Eaton, but he rushed up after the 
“ effort ’’ and shook both my hands and pounded 
me on the back, explaining to everybody that it 
was the best speech he ever heard in his life ® 
“Where are you to-morrow night ?” asked the 
Ex-Governor of Colorado, after expectorating 
at a crack in the floor ten feet away. 
“ Colorade Springs,” I replied. 
** Be Gosh—I ll be there!” said the old man. 
® I took his remark as merry jest, for Colorado 
Springs is one hundred and sixty miles away. 
But when I began the speech there, the nex: 
night, right down in front was the Ex-Governor, 
working his fins as tho he were the leader of a 
subsidized claque. After the lecture I met many 
people, & some of them knew the Ex- Governor. 
® Colorado Springs is a prohibition town, but 
these little things can usually be arranged. 
‘* Come with me,” said the Ex-Governor. 
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~— N the audience at Colorado THE PHI- 
Springs was Captain Cogh- LISTINE 
Ex- lan of the Hoch der Kaiser- 
with International Episode. The 
aton Captain is not so very proud 
ener of being everywhere pointed 
tion, out for one thing—his repu- 
iss erformances of greater worth 
ised and merit. 
r the “ Did you run your craft clear here, Captain?” 
sded I asked. 
‘at it “Oh, no, I came here to be dry-docked,” was 
ce} thereply RR 
| the Captain Coghlan is no invalid, but a man 
ting should not be blamed for flashing up any kind 
of an excuse for spending a few weeks in Cole- 
rado Springs. The town lies right in the shadow 
sen, of Pike’s Peak, and the Garden of the Gods is 
rade at the door @ The real Garden of the Gods 
vay. I found was at the El Paso Club, where I 
nex was given the freedom of the town in a silver 
nor, box, and was told my money was bogus, so I 
of a could not spend a cent. 
any It was not all smooth sailing tho before I was 
nor. alongside, to use the language of Captain 
‘but Coghlan. The Committee expected me on a 
ged. morning train and as I failed to arrive, Russell 
Wray and John S. Shields, who were sent to the 
121 








XUM 


THE PHI- station to meet me, cooked up a job on the wait- 
LISTINE ing Jebusites by running in a bogus Fra Elber- 
tus. They found a drummer who was willing to 
do the part, so they took him to the Club and 
introduced him to various members @ This 
drummer had a beautiful thirst, such as they 
raise east of Suez, and his propositions to irri- 
gate at other folks’ expense, and his very glib 
Roycroft explanations soon caused his spon- 
sors to become alarmed. Shields took him out 
the back way and told him to fly, or the boys 
might get on to him and no one could say what 
might happen. 
So the Counterfeit Article flew, with a pocket 
full of cigars, and was seen no more. When I 
finally arrived I had to show up credentials, 
birth marks and name on my linen before I was 
taken into favor by Col. Henry M. Blackmer, 
the Artistic and Literary Censor of the place. 
Colorado Springs is the most cosmopolitan city 
in America. Sooner or later everybody goes 
there, and some go home in the baggage car. 
But nothing seems to still the merry-making ; 
and one good lady I met at the “‘ Alamo” ex- 
plained that her doctor forbade her going to 
my lecture because she would have to laugh 
and this might bring on a coughing fit and 
hemorrhage. “ And the audience will all have to 
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cough before they can get in,” said a cheery 
candidate for death, sitting near. 
HE Vice President Elect of 
these United States he has 
been on a hunting trip. 
There is no doubt about this. 
Many bulletins & dispatches, 
4;published in every daily 
S newspaper of the land, have 
given us the details. The truth that the Vice 
President has been on a hunting trip is a fact 
fixed in history beyond cavil. 
Later we shall have a book about it, by the 
Vice President Elect himself. But just now we 
have to content ourselves with the news as it 
is supplied to us by many correspondents who 
were in the rear of the hunting party with the 
redoubtable Teddy, and as there was no cen- 
sorship we have the facts. 
Kitchener has said that no hunt can be com- 
pared with a man-hunt. Teddy, too, prefers a 
man-hunt, but when this is riot convenient he 
contents himself with killing most anything. 
He has to kill something—he thirsts for blood 
—nothing will solace his soul but the sweet 
satisfaction of visiting death by his own hand 
upon some living creature. 
He stands it just as long as he can, and then 
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THE PHI- away he goes with his instruments of death—a 
LISTINE fTifle, pistols and a knife—he has just got to kill 

something and that is all there is about it. 
On this occasion we are told the party killed 
eleven mountain lions, six wild cats, three kit- 
tens and a bear. The gentlemen in the party 
were polite and considerate and knowing 
Teddy’s taste for blood they stood aside and 
allowed him, in almost every instance, to strike 
the final blow. 
The “ mountain lion”’ is not a lion at all—it be- 
longs to the cat family. Moreover it is a timid 
beast, and a very small dog will make it take to 
a tree. The mountain lion never attacks man 
unless cornered and forced to fight for its life or 
the life of its young. The excuse cannot be 
brought forward that these cats Teddy killed, 
were hurting anybody; and if their past was 
slightly tainted by exploits with a few sheep, 
why they were not Teddy’s sheep. Teddy lives 
at Oyster Bay, New York, and owns no sheep. 
So it must be admitted that the cats were killed 
in wantonness, just to give relief te Teddy’s 
pent-up desires. This is further apparent when 
we are told that these cats had all been located 
and protected for several months in anticipation 
of the coming of Teddy of Lobster Bay. 
Not many years ago in Germany it was a penal 
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offence for a peasant to kill a wild boar—the THE PHI- 
killing of the boars was the inherent right of LISTINE 
nobility. Titled nobodies found their pleasure 
in life by killing things ; and very much in the 
game way the cats, now deceased, mentioned 
in the dispatches were on a preserve, reserved, 
set apart and sacred for the lust of Teddy, 
Vice President Elect of these United States. 
® One point to the credit of Teddy, named in 
the dispatches, and which in justice must be 
mentioned here, is that the hunting party on re- 
quest of Teddy, Vice President Elect, “ob- 
served the Sabbath.” 
The man who does not “ observe the Sabbath” 
is pretty far gone. What you do during the 
week does n’t so much matter. But on the Sab- 
bath, wherever he is, Teddy inquires for a 
Dutch Reformed Church. The name of this 
church is a facetious appellation that really 
means nothing. 
My opinion of the Reformed Dutch Church 
would be a little higher if it had reformed, but 
like the Reformed Presbyterian Church it clings 
close to the thought of damnation, finds com- 
fort in a personal devil, and believes in a god 
of wrath, revenge, hate and hell. Teddy likes 
these things, and in fact the god of the Old 
Testament lived a very Strenuous Life. That 
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THE PHI- is the reason Teddy takes to him, en- 
LISTINE dorses him, and that is the reason Teddy has 


transformed himself into a sort of Little Tin 
Jehcvah. We become like that on which our 
hearts are fixed. No one ever had imagination 
wild enough to claim that Teddy was a Chris- 
tian—he is simply a member of the Dutch Re- 
formed Church, and has not reformed. 

No follower of Christ ever found delight in do- 
ing what Teddy has done. For instance, on 
this hunting trip, a cat and two kittens were 
run to cover. Finally they were dislodged from 
the tree, and the mother cat, altho wounded by 
a bullet, made a terrific fight to protect her 
babies. The dogs, however, finally killed the 
kittens, with the help of Teddy, and then when 
the dogs had closed in on the cat Teddy ram- 
med a rifle barrel into the mouth of the stricken 
animal and thus pinning her to earth, reached 
over and with his hunting knife ripped open 
her bowels with one heroic thrust and stroke. 
® This was a great move on the part of our 
Vice President Elect, for if he had not acted 
quickly the cat might have seriously scratched 
one of the dogs. 

Fully admitting the excellence of Teddy’s 
action in this instance, it cannot be construed 
as having any direct relationship with Chris- 
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tian Ethics. Teddy does not know that the THE PHI- 
mother-instinct in a cat is exactly the same LISTINE 
God-given instinct as mother-love in the soul 
of a woman. Teddy of Oyster Bay knows 
nothing about the great trnth that all life is 
One, and that every living thing is a particle 
and part of the Life of God. Therefore Teddy 
does not consider life a sacred thing. He can- 
not give back the ruddy life-current, but with 
gun and pistol and knife he has sent the shiv- 
ering soul of things back to the Maker. He 
does this thru a sense of ‘‘ duty” in some in- 
stances, in wanton sport in others, and at all 
times just for the gratification of exercising his 
savage instincts. 
We become strong only in those faculties that 
we use; and Teddy has exercised the brute in 
his nature until he can do little else, except to 
“observe the Sabbath.” 
These things being true it was a bit of wise 
diplomacy in reducing Teddy of Oyster Bay to 
an office devoid of responsibility, and where 
the man is bound so that he is comparatively 
harmless. Never before were Teddy’s oppor- 
tunities for mischief so curtailed. And then by 
cunningly arranging a Cat Preserve and letting 
the gory-minded little man fall upon the inno- 
cents and slay to surfeit, we have disposed of 
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THE PHI- a dangerous situation. McKinley breathes 
LISTINE easier; Mark Hanna laughs in his sleeve ; the 


country is relieved. 
By the help of the Dutch Reformed Church and 
the blood of cats we are saved. 





> 

sy | MONG the items in the East 
4| Aurora “Blizzard” lately, 
were these: 
Our genial townsman, Lyle 
Andrews left a pumpkin 
weighing 44 pounds on our 
table last week. This pump- 
kin was raised from the seed of the pumpkin 
on which Mr. Andrews took first prize at the 
Erie County Fair. Come again, Lyle. 
» A Chinaman from Buffalo was in town last 
Thursday looking around for a place to start a 
Chinese laundry. The boys got after him and 
Hank Bartlett, our genial station agent, had to 
take him inside the ticket office until the four 
o’clock train came along. The boys were just 
in fun but the Chinaman was pretty badly 
scared. Don’t be rude, boys. 
® Unless a thaw breaks up the creek so the 
ice runs, there will be baptizing near the Odell 
bridge next Sunday afternoon by the Free Will 
Baptists. 
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OING out to Omaha the other 
day over the Burlington 
Route I heard an old word 
used with a new application. 
It made me think of that very 
delightful essay by Mr. E.S. 
Martin on “ Little Touches ” 

—it being the little touches in life, language and 
conduct that make or mar the whole. The con- 
ductor of the train in speaking of his passengers 
referred to them as “ guests.” I do not think the 
management make use of the word in this way, 
but by the manner in which this man brought 
it out I saw it had become with him a habit. 
The word implies that you are under the roof- 
tree of your friend. Every comfort and conveni- 
ence of the place is yours. Here your welfare 
is guarded, your privacy respected, your wishes 
anticipated, and the servants of the place seem 
to have been hired just for you, for they move 
quietly, yet quickly do your slightest bidding, 
all without obtrusiveness, demonstration, or 
thought of fee or favor. 

Language is fluid, it is no fixed, ossified struct- 
ure, and its extension is a thing to be desired. 
And so if the managers of a Great Railway 
System wish to regard their passengers as 
guests, and refer to them as such, I am not the 
man to say them nay. 

















WILL CRINGE NO MORE, 
The Free Man Will Call a Spade a Spade and 
Stand Fast for Truth. 


In a general way, people should be allowed to 
follow their own likes or dislikes, provided their 
actions do not infringe upon the rights of others, 
If a man likes to drink whisky or coffee, and 
he does not thereby harm some one else, his 
individual liberty should be respected. Of course 
those who prefer to stay in the procession, to 
live long, healthful and happy lives, will use 
their God-given reason to so direct their move- 
ments, & particularly their diet, as to conserve 
their strength and mental and physical vigor, 
rather than to allow the same to be dissipated 
by the use of drugs and poisons. 

It makes the coffee toper cringe to hear coffee 
called a poison or a drug, but that is the exact 
name for it, whether the toper likes it or not. 
“ Why, if I go without my cup of coffee in the 
morning I have a headache half the day,” is the 
confession of many of the unfortunates that 
bow in slavery to the drug. It is easy to break 
the coffee habit if Postum Food Coffee be served 
well brewed and hot. It is not half good when 
undercooked but if allowed to continue boiling 
full 15 minutes after actual boiling commences 
the taste is delicious and the powerful food ele- 


ments are extracted & Postum becomes a great 
liquid food. 
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“PERFECTION” AIR MATTRESSES 








[Trade mark] 
FILLED WITH AIR, NOT HAIR 
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[Cover drawn back showing alr sack and method of Inflation] 
IN THE CAMP, ON THE YACHT OR AT HOME 


THE IDEAL BED 
Non-absorbent, hygienic, odorless, a boon to the invalid, 


acomfort to the well. Light weight and when deflated 
may be packed away in small space or carried in travel- 
ing bag. We also make Air Cushions for yachts, boats, 
chairs, carriages and automobiles, 

Send for illustrated catalogue and price list. 


MECHANICAL FABRIC Co. 
India Rubber Mfrs. PROVIDENCE, 8.1. 


FOOT TROUBLES 


MY LITTLE 

booklet ‘‘ Foot 

ir Troubles” 
teaching you in simple language how 
to relieve and cure at home all ills of 
the feet, corns, bunions, ingrowing 
nails, flat feet, fetid odors, etc., sent 
prepaid for only 10 cents. LIONEL 
D. LEADAM, 80 Wall St., New York. 











Two Dainty Books Absolutely Free 


Blue and Gold 

By William S. Lord. The third edition of this book of 
verses is now ready. 

The Best Short Poems of the 19th Century 
Twenty-five best poems as selected by ballot. Arranged 


in order according of votes cast. Also Supplementary list 
and ** Note’’ by William S. Lord. 


The above two volumes, published at $1, will 
be given absolutely free as a premium to all 
new subscribers to “‘ NOON.” This offer is for 
a limited time only. 


NOON is a little periodical published monthly, 


It is a unique magazine which reprints 
‘¢ famous poems.’* Each number is a dainty booklet of 
verse. All subscriptions must begin with the first (Octo- 
ber) number. Price $1 a year. Sample copy, 4c. stamps. 


WILLIAM S. LORD, Publisher 
Evanston, Illinois 


* 15,000 Newspapers 
We Clip “22 
Every Month 
THINKERS, STUDENTS, 
WRITERS, PUBLIC MEN, 
BUSINESS MEN, 
and ANYONE wishing to 
collect clippings on any subject,—business 
pointers, material for lectures, sermons, or 
debates,—should read our booklet, “ The 
Uses of Press Clippings.” Sent to any address 


Consolidated Press Clipping Co., 
159 La Salle Street, Chicago. 
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THE 


MORGAN 


STUDIO OF 
DRAMATIC ART 


825 Fine Arts Building, Chicago, Il. 
Miss Anna Morgan, Founder & Director 








Individual and class instruction in the cultiva- 
tion of voice and bearing for social and pro- 
fessional purposes. 

Training in dancing and gymnastics, in voice- 
culture, gesture, rehearsals, etc. 

Classes in literature and composition, in read- 
ing of prose and poetry, andin the study of 
Shakespeare. 


TABASCO hematite 


EXTRA STRE 





For Educational Institutions in quan- 
tities to suit. Address 
H. STUFF & COMPANY, 
East Aurora, New York. 





Catalog Shows Their Superiorit 
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MICHIGAN CENTRAL 


‘The Niagara Fails Route 


The only line running directly by Niagara 
Falls, the grandeur of which may be seen 
from the car window. All its day trains 
stop five minutes at Falls View Station, 
“directly overlooking the great cataract, 
Its magnificent equipment and splendid 
fervice between Chicago, Detroit, Buffalo, 
New York, Boston and the East are un- 


surpassed. 
oO. W. RUGGLES, 
General Passenger and Ticket Agent, 
CHICAGO. 
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